Lrolden
contrary to their ordinary custom they pressed me not very much
to receive. As soon as the doors were shut upon me, I entirely
abandoned my self to those melancholy thoughts which possessed
me; and at last, after many tears and sighs, overwhelmed with
sorrow and imaginations of death, I fell asleep a little after Eleven
a Clock at Night.'
He had not been long asleep when he was awoken by warders
entering his cell. They carried lights—he had never seen a light
during all the nights of his imprisonment—and the chief gaoler,
who accompanied them * gave me a habit which he ordered me to
put on, and to be ready to go out when he should call me7. Leaving
a lamp they withdrew without any explanation, but Dellon knew
that at an auto-da-fe a special costume was worn by the victims.
If he had been frightened before he went to sleep, he was now
terrified.i I was seized with an universal and so violent a trembling
that for more than an hour it was not possible for me so much as to
look upon the habit which they had brought me.'
At last he summoned courage to get up and kneeling before a
cross, which he had painted on the wall, committed his soul to
God's protection. Then he put on the dress. It was black stuff,
striped with white, and consisted of a blouse and a pair of loose
trousers.
At two o'clock in the morning the warders returned and con-
ducted him to a long gallery. ' There I found a good number of
my Companions in Misery, ranged round about against the Wall;
I put my self into my place, and there came yet divers after me.'
When all the prisoners were assembled, there seemed to be
some two hundred, of whom only twelve were Europeans, though
in the faint light of the few lamps, and as all were dressed in the
same dark clothes, it was hard to tell. Dead silence reigned. 'One
might easily have taken all these persons for so many statues set
against the Wall, if the motion of their eyes, the use of which
alone was permitted to them, had not testified them to be living
creatures.' Or it might have been they were come to attend some
funeral, so sombre and melancholy was the company.
No women were amongst them, though there were some
women prisoners. These were in an adjoining gallery, 'vested
with the same stuff5, and Dellon caught sight through a door of
two more prisoners, beside whom stood monks in black habits and
holding crucifixes.
Having no knowledge of the Inquisition's procedure on such
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